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scene. There is nothing grand, nothing which inspires the mind with awe.
The palaces are small, elegant, and comfortable; they are the ahodes of pleasure,
where the Eana can divest himself of solemn pomp, of which there is always so

much at the Court of the Sun of the Hindoos. I would willingly have remained
on this island for hours j but Bulwant Eao pressed me to visit the second, Jug-
munder, where breakfast, sent by the Eao of Baidlah, awaited us. We landed
at a flight of marble steps, at the side of which a row of elephants with uplifted